Creole

was stolen from them very young, whilst playing on the sands
with my two little brothers: I was put into a sack and carried for
several miles, I afterwards became the slave of a King on the
coast of Guinea, with several hundreds more. When our master
died, the principal part of his slaves were beheaded and buried
along with him; I, with some other children of my age, were
bestowed as presents to the different captains of Ms army; and the
master of a Dutch ship afterwards had me, in exchange for a
musket and some gunpowder/ This led to the slave ship; but it
is not our purpose, here, to dwell upon those fearful sufferings,
or upon the misery of the plantations. There are seven shades of
colour, not including the Indian or, now, the Hindoo, or Chinese.
And, as well, so many European races. The Irish, in the particular
instance we are speaking of, may have been settled in Barbados,
or in Trinidad, since the transportations under the rule of Crom-
well, when great numbers of rebels were sent overseas to work
as slaves in the plantations. Their blood may have remained pure
for several generations, only to receive sudden and unsuspected
alteration from marriage with someone, as fair skinned as them-
selves, but with a hidden taint, a tincturing of the pigment which,
we may feel positive, was the secret of their attraction. In the next
generation it would be the double hybrid, until we arrive at some
one with the blue eyes of the Celt, but wider and larger in their
iris, tilted at the Slav angle close to the slanting cheekbones, set
in a face which could be Indian or Bantu, and with a figure that is
American of our own time. The Southern voice, which is soft
and slow, has the charm and pathos of the savannah, as though
born to speak English, though English is not natural to it. This
it is which can give so indescribable a weight of sentiment when
they talk of home, for home, to them, is many thousand miles
away, not near to the shaddock and the pineapple, but in the man-
grove swamp, upon the Swanee river. They dream of it, but they
have never seen it. And now farewell! farewell to these islands
where I have never been. This part of Profane and Sacred Love,
which finishes, brings us to the nuns' choir and to their voices
at the grille.